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"You shoot my brother; you
It was nov: my turn to look Incredulous, but I followed him
to where a group of Indians had gathered around a man sitting
on some driftwood. It was true; I had wounded him in the leg.
Apparently a bullet had glanced on a stone and was lodged
under the skin about midway above the knee. A small crowd
followed us to the school and stood around excitedly while I
dressed the wound. Scowling darkly, the brother then made a
Ions; speech which my interpreter translated in few but grim words.
"He say he want twenty-five blankets." There was a dis-
couraging note of finality in her voice as she went on? '*He say he
get mad if you don't pay."
However just the claim may have seemed to them, there could
be no compromising with this demand; it must be turned down
definitely, then and there. They knewT that I had succeeded in
composing a long-standing difference between the Eagle and
Raven clans in another village, where an Eagle had fallen from
a Raven's boat and drowned; the Ravens had accepted my
decision that fifty blankets were due the Eagles. In explaining
this transaction I called their attention to the fact that when it
was a difference between Indians only, it could be settled accord-
ing to the Indian law. But this was a matter between them and
the Government, which settled all claims for damages through
the courts. Furthermore, I added, the Government maintains a
big, cold jail in Juneau where people who make trouble are
locked up indefinitely. Some of them still grumbling, while others
nodded approval, they dispersed, leaving me by no means easy
in my mind over the accident.
Late that night the little reassurance I had mustered before
falling asleep was shattered when two big Indians entered my
room. They stood beside the door, one holding high a lantern
which threw deep shadows and highlights across their faces,
doubling their size and giving them expressions of diabolical
savagery.
**My baby sick," one of them growled, "You come."
* What was this, a hold-up? The teacher lived in the parsonage
beside the church; I was alone with a couple of tough-looMBg
Indians, probably relatives of the man I had accidentally shot,
A stream of wild thoughts ran through my mind as I sat on the
edge of my cot and tried to daness calmly; then, reaching under
the pillow, with great deliberation. I transferred a regnl ation Army